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had fallen out of the second-floor window (next below me) on
his head on the pavement. I was so busy that I scarcely noticed
what was said. Then another came to say that the man had
been carried away on an ambulance to the hospital, with a hole
in his forehead into which one could put three fingers. And
then later came the report that he was slowly sinking, and in
a very short while would certainly be dead, 'flue thing had
happened within a few feet of me, and I had not troubled even
to open my window and look out into the street. Only the
catch in Miss Evors's l voice as she spoke to me gave warning
that not everyone was unmoved,

I had finished my work, and I ran out into Fleet Street to
get a bus home. The crowds were still increasing ; there was
a pleasant thrill and rumour of excited expectancy in the air*
Soon I forgot the man in the hospital, who a couple of hours
before had been full of skilled strength and had had his own
private hopes and expectations. The streets this evening
were full of dowdy matrons, wives of toil, both of London and
the country, going about with the naKve child-look of surprise
which the housewife cooped up in kitchen and parlour for months
together always exhibits on her infrequent outings* This in-
spection of the mere preliminaries of a great festival was their
high holiday; they enjoyed the same sensations as the man
free to roam will enjoy in witnessing all the splendid magnificence
of Jubilee Day itself,

Stands seem to have been flung round some of the churches
like a scarf, swathing them from tower to lowest buttress with
almost the curves of drapery, clinging to the stonework like
drapery pressed against it by a strong wind*

Felixstowe, Friday, June
We rode out of Ipswich at dusk, with rain coming on, a high
wind whistling behind us in the telegraph wires, and every sign
of a stormy night. We had scarcely climbed the hill from the
town, when an incoming cyclist warned us of bad roads ; and
indeed the roads proved worse than his account of them, Never-
theless we rode every foot of the twelve miles to this place,
Soon after 9.30 it was quite dark, the rain was coming down
steadily, the wind (fortunately at our backs) had increased, and
we were riding warily across a wild, naked country on a road of
1 Miss Edith Evors, bis secretary at tto office* of Wm*#*